CHAPTER   XI
THE NIGHT MAIL AND A FLOOD

MY SIXTH  MAIL TRIP (NOVEMBER,   1925)

Hinaidi to Ramadi. We started off on the Mail trip
in wonderful weather. Burnett came with me on
"Ancaeus." I ran up my engines and owing to the
direction of the wind it was not necessary to taxi out to
the bund. My crew signalled "O.K.," and I taxied
out towards the circle and took off parallel to No. 8
Squadron. Burnett came on some way behind me and
a good deal lower down. He apparently could not get
enough height to cross the Tigris safely, so he flew
up north of Baghdad and came back again. It was
a beautiful evening with sweet mellow light, and the
air was calm and steady. After Fellujah I did not go
north of the river as usual, but crossed it and flew along
by the edge of Lake Habbaniyah over the Fellujah-
Ramadi road. I looked down at its windings through
the low foothills, which encircled little sloping flats, and
I wondered if one could land on them,

At Ramadi I had to land in over the graveyard, and
there was quite a gathering of natives strolling about
outside Ramadi like an English village on a Sunday
afternoon. Of course one native was walking along the
track right in the middle of the landing ground, just
in the place where I wanted to land I half flew in and
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